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wild fire and hundreds and thousands of people
flocked to the Kalakanker Palace where we were
staying for the last 'darshan' of their leader.

The body lay in state buried in flowers. From
the early hours of the morning an unending stream
of visitors, friends and relations passed silently
through the room paying their last homage. Gan-
dhiji was a silent witness at the bedside. Also my
mother who looked a forlorn and pathetic figure
sitting beside him with whom she had shared a
lifetime of honours, happiness and hardships.
Standing nearby worn out and haggard was Jawa-
har, who suddenly seemed to have aged overnight.
Yet he maintained a calm and serene face under the
great catastrophe.

Outside the house the crowds kept swelling. On
every face grief and sorrow was ^apparent and
hardly an eye was dry. There was a hushed atmos-
phere everywhere and no words could describe the
feeling of loss that all of us felt.

Father was brought back to Allahabad by car,
his body draped with the National Flag with Jawa-
har beside him. Kamala, Swarup and I had left
earlier by car, in order to reach home before the
others. Huge crowds had gathered outside our
house in Lucknow. As we drew near Allahabad, all
along the route for miles and miles thousands of
people had gathered, their numbers increasing as
we got nearer home. About four miles away from
Anand Bhawan the crowds were tremendous and
they kept on swelling. As our car slowly made its
way between them murmurs of sympathy came
from all around. Seeing that surging mass of
people who had come miles and miles to pay their
last homage to father made us break down com-
pletely. At last we arrived home, home that would
never be the same again, that had lost something
vital that could never be recovered. Our entire com-